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1 tarn sway: then | look menin,
For hers are letters In faint oatline,

fetters. Writton by fate or chanee?

MOON'S TRAGEDY

BT RATR JORDAX.

THE

ICepyrighy, #01, b American Press Amnefs-
tinn.,

It e of the chorns in the dressing room.
The raw light from the unshaded gas jed
Mekered npon the bare, white walls and on
Ber an she etool thoughtfnlly dropping the
ronge, hare's foot and powder inte the
small binck bag.

lent, Inckmlulsion] expression, as it, like
- deprmla-

“ @ mentient thing, it felt a eertain

tlon in belng strung up by the neek when
ant winted, Nance's :nlld.mm
eyes rested wistinlly on it. She would
mever wear it sgmin,  To lenve it was like

After tonight would be missing from ber
e forever,

When she meached the empty stage, she
chanced upon a scene shifter who was sit-
ting on Ko-Ko's dals where it lay with odd
bits of sevnery In n corner,

*Hello, Thirteen!” he sald, by way of
greeting, pausing between bites of & huge

sanmlwich,
you waiting for, Sammy?”

“Whnt are
mked Nanee.

“The new seenory Is going to beset np for
pex' weok's production. This time we're
megoln to have teagedy here, like this:
‘Hold off, Macdufl! Marry, come up,
trow! No mare opern this winter. I'm
mighty clad of It toa. The tunes

goin round aud round in me head
night aiter night:
For bo's goln to marry Tam Yam, Yom Yom.
Got another job yet, Thirteen'" be con-
ehided, nfter a fow light fig stepa,

“Noy but something will turn I sup-
poee.” And Nance moved on. Enm
worda made her painse,

*“You know thnt Loramce was done with
the stage ™

A stain erept up her pale yonng cheek.

“Yeu, [ knew."

“Aln's be n loeky dog. though' and
Bammy spread his grimy hands out.
“Wasn't 8 enough fer to be given a voice
like his "thout falling beir ton kot of money
and n enstle throwsd in in  Englamd?
There'll be lots o' prople who'll miss Loe
Ance hAm.l tell ye. He nin't like

-

girls keep writinto him. Why, ‘mash’ jet-
tarn=<woll, his man jest sweeps them out!
Hedon's pay no attention to them. He's
ton sensible. And''—
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fled, affrighted
that word. She conld not answer. It wan
aa i her heart wonkld bumst.

nny.
The wonds that followed were Irresistibly
tender, but Nance listened in vain for some-

he | thing in them to echo the riot of feeling in

ber own benrt:

stock phrase, doesnt 87" he asked, with
sudden intensity. “But 1 mesn §t. It is
masldening that ns yet there is nothing to
prove .t. Except for this little locket which
I bought today, yon must take my friend-
shipon faith. WiH you wear this and not
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Radley had in

of the lower hall whers be had tallen

Kanoc's slavery wasover. - - ]
A few months Iater she wan the

besde her. The moom wan making a mir |
roref thesra, and the white face shining
from the cloudless blue was repeated inev-

Ty wave, .

“I nlways fecl gnilty when [ Jook at the
moon,” Nance said, s smile flickering aeross
her lovely little face. “Give mo your hand,
Mark. 1 hzve a confossion to make,™

“This Is a good plrce to ask forgiveness,”
be laughed. “My judgment is poor, my
-ﬁm;ent large under the moon, so fire
away.”

*It's jnst this,” and the soft voice grew
beavy with s tot*ch of the old sadness, It
you hndn't met mé that Christmaseve, 1
wonld have Lilled both Teddy and myself.
I was going to the river. That moon secmed
to know jJust what 1 was thinking of. Now
1 fenl better sinee 1 have shared the guilty
secrvt with you,”

Mark took her face hetween his hands.

“They say the moon is heartless, or xhe
waonld binsh for all the erimes she nightly
Prees, So 1 disappointed her when T saved
yoru. I'd like to see you snap your fingers
al her, the white witch!”

And she did.

Catarrh in Colorade.

I used Ely’s Cream Balm for dry
catarrh. It proved acure.—B. F. M.
Weeks, Denver.

blows, enough starvation! The brute —the
brutel Oh, I seem still to sec his red, sod-
den face 0 nenr—his surly curses ring and
ring in my bmin. Baby, do you think
they've found him yet? It wasn't ont fault,
waa it, that he stumbled and went over the
stairs? Six flights down—ugh! He isly-
ing there in the shadow—1 can see him—1I
can see him—still—sostill—alone. 1le must
bedeml.  Yes, he must be,”

quits forget me, Nance, after 1 am gone?™

She lnnghed and thesound was strange—
a mournful cooing that seemed to rise from
the mins of a sonl.

Terror enlarged her eyes as through the
falling anow she saw a police officer ap-

man &he knew,

*Hello, Nance! What are yon doin ont
in the storm, hey?™ be asked kindly.

Nance? Yex, it was she—three years old-
er, three years sadder.

“It's Christmas eve,” she faltered, fore-
ing a smile, “and I wanted to show Teddy
the the crowds.”

*“Got a bruise on your face again? Rad-
ley's at his old tricks, eh? 1t'd be good for
you if he diewl.”

Hedld not guess what horror his wonds
had arcused, but she bent her pinched,
tremulons month down to the pale child's
{ace, nodded and hurried past him.

“See that girl®” the officer asked of a
friend who strolled up tohim. *“I've been
watching her go down, step by step. This
New York's a queer place, a terrible place.
1 sometimes stamd on my beat here and
watch the people pase. 1 know lots of
them, and more about them than they
think. Well, that girl just gone by has
o a bad job of her life, s bad mess of

“She's pretty still, only a bit hungry look-
ing and scenred. The baby bers?” asked
the listener,

“Yes, the poor kid. I heard ber tell her
story onee to a police jodge when ber
scanup of a hushand was up for street fight-

Dut Lorance seemed quite contented. ing and she tried to get him off. It was

“Then we're friends. 1eare very much | like this: Three years ago she was singing
for what your life is going to be. Teare | on the stage, and as pretty as a rose her
very much, Naner! [ wish you'd leave the | face was. I remember seeing her in *The
stage. This is your first experience in the | Mikado” Pretty? Well, that isn't the
echorun, You feel self reliant, strong: all | word for it. She had such a baby look in
your impulsesare towanl the god. But F ber eyex and round her lips you'd never
you are alope in the world, Nanee, are you | thought a man could have had the heart to
not ¥ scold her, much less bent her. 'Well, she

She was almost awed by the whiteness | fell sick and lost her voice. She was all
and sternuness of his Llips, lmmu-wnrummwnwem

“All alone,” she said, with a touch of | gain. When sbhe was hard up and des-
rerk lessness, l perate, she somebow met that fellow Iiad-

“Then the self asurance in which yon | ley, who was mixed up with so many racing
winp yoursel! may some day fail you. You | swindles a few years ago. He was flush
will be tantly m lerstoosd: you will i with money, imitated the swelis, liml 10
touch piich, even though you shrink from | her, I guess, and persunded ber to marry
it. Nownew, § have lived: 1 have beon through | bim. Lawk was scninst ber. He lost ev-
the mire. The wish to be strong, honor | ery penny when Laddy Betty went under in
able, L ov, is mot enotigh. You are intelii- | the Suburban, and then he heenme liken
ent, and there must be something else you | fend, went from bud 1o worse, and now he
el o™ bus bandly a sober moment. They live in

She tuade no answer. Every kind, unim- | a terrible hole down by the bridge. He
passioned word be said seemed to place | beats that poor little wife of his. Some

CALLED A THIEF.
It was very pretty, the locket with the

sapphire lying on its bed of turg blue
velvet. Ome tenr that fell heavily from her
d

“Youn are very good —very kind. 1'll never
forget you. [ counldn't forget you,” she
said, and the offof to hide ber tears made
ber voice sound cold,

them farther apart.

They had resched ber bome by this time.
It was a smali red brick house on the out-
skirtsof the Fremoh quarter. Mme. For-
estier livesl here in the basemient with neat
aud a bind. Al the cther rooms sbe rented
to single lodgers.  Nance was one of them.
The dormer window Incing n snowenpped
spire andd blinking like an eye in the white
rays lighted the small place she called

The rest was like a chilling drenm to
Nanee, Her one thought was to hide ber
seeret still and say goodby withotut s tear.
Ehe heard Mark telling ber where to write

The words were a requiem.
CHAPTER IL
Christmas eve ina tenement house. It
was (ar down in the city among the erook-

narrow streets of the older portion of
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night he'll Kill her.”

By the time this brief recital of ber sad
| history was finished Nance Lad gone some
| distanee up Brondway—a strauge, hopeless
| fignmre amongs the busy crowd.

In the shelter of a doorway she connted
ber last coins. There were just 75 cents
When they were pone, what was left® Ah,
what? Nance kvew., She was taking ler
farewell of life today, and sbe would take
it grandly, Invishly, spending all.

It was this [eeling of reckless finality
that made her hail acnr and sink into n
ecorier. At another time she would have
suffered mnch before spending the money
required for fare, but it seemes] a snil
umsiduuim in view of this being the last

me.

The familinr streets were coming. Soon
they would pass the thenter where she sang
three years before. An uncontrolinble mag-
netism to the spot made ber alight and
stand looking up at the brilliant erystal
lantern in the lobby., How long ago the
life there seemed! Was it ouly years sinec
she had seen Mark Lomnoe? Not centuries
since that white, winter night? Not aooth

A

|
f

Ely’s Cream Balm is especiaily

ladapted as a remedy for catarr
;:“‘I'“"' ? ﬂxﬁ:l:’l: ;u”m (which is aggravated by alkaline dust

as her eves glanced down the linesthat told |

; of hin short visit to New York and how he

bad volunteered tosing at the great con- |
cert that might to help swell a relief fund
for the familiea of miners who had been
killed in a terrible explosion.

He was here! She might see him from |
afar off! She might hear him sing again!
The hot tears clouded her eyes, hut her
heart grew determined. Shrid for a
mﬁlt—l’-hmmtulhe iuhltpint

mallery. !

After getting some milk for Teddy and a |
mouthfnl of forml for herself, she retumed
to the theater. She was penniless now. But
there was no fear of the future—there was
to he no future. !mmlthwtl
wns!

The theater filled slowly, for she was very |
early, and it was late in the cvening before |
Mark He looked just the same. |
Now that winter night did not seem =mo |
long ago. It was buat yestenday, and she |
was No 13 in the chorus. Amid tlwn'p-|
plause that greeted the singer poor Nancy's
sob was unbeard: |

*“O God—to go back—to go back to that
night!” |

Her hopeless evea did not leave Mark's
fnce once, and the notes that rose throb-
bingly from his lips she drank in like nour
ishment for ber soul.

After his Inst song Nance mse unsteadi-
Iy and made her way toward the stairs.
She wanted to hear no other vaice. That |
must be the mansic in ber cars when she
looked on Denth’s fave,

Poor Xance! She was underthe sky again, |
Jjust such a sky as she remewmbered in thas |

and dry winds.—W. A. Hover, drug-
gist, Denver.

I can recommend Ely’s Cream
Balm to all sufferers from dry eatarrh
from personn  experience.—Michacl
Herr, pharmacist. Denver.

Ely’s Cream Balm has cured many
cases of catarrh. It is in constant
demand.—George W. Hoyt, pharma-
eist, Cheyenne, Wyo.
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The truthof this statem- =1 T
mtany time.”  Mis. Joux
soct, Pialarsh, P
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10c a Week!

Served every evening at the
Supper Table hot from
the Press.

Local, Telegravhic and General News Presented
in Entertaining style, and Supplemented
with Serials, Miscellany and Hu-
morous Matter.

Tue Arcus is essentially a paper for the home
and should be a regular visitor into every houschold
in Rock Island.

It is a fearless advocate of everything tending to
promote the interests of the city and its people. It
cannot be controlled by cliques and selfish corpora-

MARE TOOR HER FACE BETWEES HIS HAXDS,
never 1o be forgotten walk, blue and silver
with moonlight—just such a night, fresh
snow on tbe streets, n hush and sparkle
everywhere

Ehe turned her face toward the river, and i
a shivering sich broke from her lipa. The | |
moon seemed keeping pace with ber, a |
croel leer on its round face.

*“I know!" it scemed to say. “None of
those passing vou can read your heart—bnt
lean, 1 will go with you: I will light the
river's hollows for you and show you the
deepest spot.  The secret is ours, Nance.”

She lowered her bead from the white hos-
tility of the beavenly watcher, and Mark's
imagined face ruse befare her, seeming to
mock her misery with its flashing strength
and beauty,

From this bitter drenm world she was
aroused by a clamor of voicesand the tonch
of & hand on her arm.

The largest line of Fancy Goods,
Decerated China and Toys at

MRS. MIT3CH'S,
1213, 1320 Third Ave.

away.

“18 fx0’t true!” Nance found volee tocall
out in a ringing tone. *“Don't have me ar
It i=n’t true—oh, no! nof™
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though she was. But was
hﬂm sank beavily against bim, and
abe knew 20 mom. .

.!
|

¥

tions as has been frequently demonstrated.

The reduction in price to ten cents a week has
had the effect of bringing in an average of 20 new
subscribers a day since the announcement was madec.

Leave your order at the office.

TELEPHONE NO. 1145.
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Plumbing, Gas and Steam Fitting

Copper, Tin and Bheet Iron Work

Peoria Cook and Ranges,
Torwaxs Awp Hoves Foammane Goovs.




